side and Bhakaroff on the other. Mayer implored them to
clear the stage because they had to change the set; parts of
the decoration came down, went up, toppled over, or
marched across it in all directions. Bhakaroff, on his part,
listened with amusement and kindled the flames by throwing
in such impartial remarks as "He can't help it that his voice
is so big, Kati." "There are many shades and hues between
mailing noises in your throat and the art of singing, my boy."
"I would not call her an amateur. Maestro, even if she lias
the temperament of one." Suddenly Madame stopped shout-
ing and abruptly fell into a muffled whispering. " I am getting
hoarse. Send for the doctor. I can't go on like this. I hope
you have an understudy. You'll have to pardon me, I cannot
speak another word."

Now the onlookers of the fierce spectacle emerged from
the wings to lead their charges away. SUckum piloted
Bhakaroff through the bedlam of stagehands, cables, wings
and props. WooUie pulled Bob with her, pouring a shower
of praise and criticism over him. Margot Colin wrapped her
husband into his coat and took him to his room. And
Dr. Mayer wiped his face and returned to the business of
getting the stage prepared for the third act.

Madame, followed by Semper who carried her castanets,
her fan and the slippers she had kicked off, wandered to her
dressing-room. She relieved herself in a flood of highly
profane Czech as she rumbled into her room and slammed
the door behind her.

"At last!" Cyril Durham said, and got up from the wicker
chair.

"Oh------" said Madame with a gasp. During her painful

wrestling with Don Jos6, which people called a duet, she had,
of course, entirely forgotten Katzerl's husband, whom she
had parked here before the act began. And here he was
life-size, and the twenty-five minutes- of the big intermission
was all the time she had to save Katzerl's marriage.
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